Because it need disguise no thought within.

Twas but a through-light scarf her mind t'enrol,

Or exhalation breathed out from her soul;

One whom all men, who durst no more, admired,

And whom whoe'er had worth enough desir'd.

As when a temple's built, saints emulate

To which of them it shall be consecrate:

But as when heav'n looks on us with new eyes.

Those new stars every artist exercise;

What place they should assign to them they doubt.

Argue, and agree not, till those stars go out;

So the world study'd whose this piece should be,

Till she can be no body's else, nor she;

But like a lamp of balsamum, desir'd

Rather t'adorn than last, she soon expir'd,

Gloth'd in her virgin-white integrity:

For marriage, though it doth not stain, doth die,

To'scape th'infirrnities^ which wait upon

Woman, she went away before she was one;

And the -world's busy noise to overcome,

Took so much death as served for opium;

For though she could not, jaor could choose to die*

She hath yielded to too long an extasy.

He which, not knowing her sad history,
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